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Good Lord! SHOCK No. 4 already! Well, actually, we're a little premature with this column. 
SHOCK No. 3 is just about to hit the stands, so we haven’t as yet received a single letter com- 
menting on it! We are especially interested in the reactions to our "off-the-beaten-path" story, 
THE GUILTY ... but we re afraid you'll have to wait until next issue for the thoughts of your 
co-readers! ( As we mentioned, this column is being written earlier than it would be normally 
. . . we're in the midst of our annual "spring speed-up," necessitated by our engraving shop 
taking a three week vacation en masse in July! ) 


in the 
order of 
their 

publicotion. 


Meanwhile, your letters and comments have continued to pour in re SHOCK No. 2! 
Within th last few months, we've received several letters complaining that we publish too 
many complimentary letters! As Greg Arlan of Atlanta, Georgia puts it: "O.K., fellows! 1 
agree that E.C. magazines are the best ... but let's stop spouting off in those letter pages about 
how good they are! Stop printing letters that compliment you!" 

Well, we agree . . . and as a consequence, we've tried very hard to do just that in the rest 
of our line! (See Mrs. Arline Grandon Phelan's letter in Weird Fantasy No. 13 or Vault of 
Horror No. 25! ) However, SHOCK being our new baby, and we being like all proud papas, 
we'd like to "spout off" just one more time! (See next issue for fightin' letters! ) So if'n ya 
don't like slush, skip the rest of this column (except for subscription info!) and shift your 
eyes right to SPLIT SECOND, Jack Kamen’s lead-off Crime SuspenStory. Following that, you 
will read Wally Wood's Shock SuspenStory, CONFESSION. Next comes Joe Orlando's S-F 
SuspenStory, STRICTLY BUSINESS . . . and Jack Davis winds up with the Horror Suspen- 
Story offering, UPPERCUT! (Scripts by Feldste in . . . cover by Wood! ) 

Dear Editors, 

Congrats! SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES is the greatest thing since the alphabet! 

• ■ Marie Raab— Cleveland, Ohio 

... Let me congratulate you guys for putting out ihe best 10c book I've ever seen! 

R oger Roberson— Era, T exas 

... 7 have always felt, somehow, that E.C. mags are "personally mine" . . . that the public 
is accorded a share of them, somehow! My interest in them exceeds that of any other magazines 
of their type. SHOCK is a welcome addition! 

Ruby MacDonell— Raleigh, N, C. 
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. . . SHOCK is the best mag I've ever read. I especially like the story, THE PATRIOTS. It 
well illustrates the shock of prejudice. Let's have some stories on racial and religious prejudice 
too. John Gordon— Fe nton, Mich. 

. . . E.C. mags are the best things to hit the newsstands in a long time. The Seabees here 
really get a charge out of them. Your latest brain-child, SHOCK, is terrific. It's great to know 
there’s a comic publishing company left that appreciates its readers’ intelligence. Why don’t 
your imitators give up? They’ve met their match! 

R. C. Ford— 2nd Amphibi ous Seabees, Little Creek, V a. 

. , . They say that you can’t tell a book by its cover! But the E.C. emblem on the cover of a 
comic book tells you that the book has GOT to he good! SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES proves it! 

John Lanctot— Burlington, Vt. 

And now, you slush-lovers (you dolls!) can read on! When you've finished, jot down 
those suggestions, criticisms, gripes, and compliments (Don't worry! Well print a few!) 
on a 2c post card (Wheee! Inflation is here! ) and send them along to us! Subscriptions . . . 
75c for 6 issues ..a full year's supply! The address for the whole mess is: 

The Editors 
Shock SuspenStories 
Room 706, Dept. 4 
225 Lafayette St. 

N.Y.C. 12,N. Y. 
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YOU'LL BE JARRED BY THE IMPACT OF THE 

STARTLING CLIMAX TO THIS YARN' 


A CHIME 

SuspcmStory 




I FIRST MET STEVE DIXON IN THE SMALL 
CANADIAN TOWN WHERE I WORKED' STEVE'D COME 
DOWN FROM HIS CAMP FOR A BRIEF VACATION.' I 
WAS SINGIN’ IN A CABARET AT THE TIME, AND 
BETTIN' PRETTY SICK OF FIGHTING OFF DRUNKEN 
LUMBERJACKS' SO WHEN STE VE ASKED ME TO 
MARRY 


I RUN THE 

WHOLE SHOW, LIZ.' I'M 
BOSS / YOU 1 L L HAVE d 

EVERYTHING YOU HUNT? J 
THEM AXE -SWINGERS redj 
JONH WHEN / SAY 

SOMETHIN' ' r-MSfcal 


* ARE THERE 
OTHER WIVES 

AT THE 
LOGGING CAMIj 
a STEVE? M 



JUS' LET ONE OF 'EM ) 

SAY A WORD? JUS' * 
LET ONE OF EM LOOK 
AT YOU THE WRONG -< 
WAY r I'LL TEACH ) 
HIM THAT WHAT I A 
SAT GOES . f 


HOPE.' IT'S AGAINST 7\ 
THE HOLES' WOMEN U 
MEAN TROUBLE? I 
OON'T LIKE TROUBLE' * 
SO... NO WOVEN? 'AT’S 
m THE RULE? Apraag 


I MAKE THE RULES? 
I KIN CHANGE 'EM ? 
FROM NOW ON... NO < 
WOMEN... 'CEPT 

MT WIFE ?^i^ 


l WHAT ABOUT) 

I THE MEN, A 
STEVE? WHAT 
WILL THEY t 
a SAY? U 


Masterful, my reck ? steve was ah animal- a 


SET THU STRAIGHT, YOU LAME- / SHE USED to 
BRAiNED LOG- ROLLERS? I’M l CHIRP IN THE 
THE BOSS HERE, SEE? HOLES SsiLVtR DOLLAR 
DON'T APPLY TO ME? NO WOMEN'X Sa LOON.' LADY? 
THAT'S THE ROLES? NOW, GET W HAH? 

ON ABOUT YER WORK? AN' REMEM- 
BER? THERE'S A LADY AMONGST 
US NOW' WATCH YER LANGOAGE? l.WH 


BlG .LUMBERING BRUTE 'HE RULED THE MEN WHO 
WORKED FOR HIM WlTH SHEER MUSCULAR FORCE ! 


AND I LOVED IT. 


'HEY' 1 GOT A 
WIFE AT HOME ' 
KIN I SENO FOR 
HER ? 


ALL RIGHT. YOU GUYS.' NOW 
LISTEN ? ME? THIS IS MY 
WIFE? SHE’S GONNA LITE 
HERE WIT' ME IN THE CAMP / 
HER NAME IS MRS- DIXON? „ 

few GET IT ? 


When the jack made that crack about me, i 


Steve laced out with a roundhouse that smashed] 

INTO THE FUNNY GUY’S FACE f BLOOD STARTED GUSHIN 1 
FROM HIS NOSE, AND HE CAVED IN LIKE HIS KNEES 4 
WERE MADE OF JELLY... i " " 


THOUGHT STEVE'S FACE WOULD START SM0KIN8,lT 
GOT SO RED? HE PUSHED HIS WAY THROUGH THE 
LOGGERS TO THE ONE WHO'D DROPPED THE 

REMARK... l * 

I SAID MY WIFE MALADY ? SHE 
« DON'T like TO BE INS OL TED? 


I... I WAS ONLY 
K! DOIN', 
STEVE? I... t 


% 



The Meji were sore?! couvo 

TELL ' THEY WERE MAD 'CAUSE 
STEVE BROUGHT ME TO THE CAMP.. 


The men moved off, grumblin'.. 

AND THE GUY THAT STEVE HIT 
GOT TO HIS FEET AND STUMBLED 


Steve stood over him. glarin' 
AT THE REST OF THE LUMBERJACKS 


UH-UH. | WE GET 
STEVE f J YUH, 
(CTSSP, Pi STEVE? 


ANYBODY ELSE' 
WANT T'BE ^ 

CONVINCED « 

‘BOUT HOW l K 
EXPECT MY )<■ 
WIFE T'BE 

TREATED * jJ 


NURSIN' HIS BLEEPIN' NOSE. 


I GOT A WIFE? WHY\'CAUSE HE'S 
CAN'T I BRINS HER j THE BOSS / 
IF HE'S GOT HIS J HE'S EXTRA 
^ 'HERE? SPECIAL Sj. 


YOU COTTA i 
TREAT 'EM LIKE K 
THAT? OTHERWISE it 
y THEY THINK THEY KIN 
.GET AWAY WIT' SOMETHIN'/ 


GEE, STEVE? YOU 
SURE TREAT 'EM 
-J ROUGH f \ 


They treated me like typhoid mary/they 

STEEREO CLEAR. ..WHICH WAS OKAY WITH ME? I'C 
IND BACK IN TOWN... 


I REALLY GOT A TASTE OF LUMBERCAMP LIFE IN THE 
FOLLOWING WEEKS? THE MORE I SAW OF IT, THE 

.ONE DAY-. A STRANGER 8LEI 


ENOUGH OF THEIR 


MORE I HATED IT? THEN. 


'HEY? HERE COMES ) BREAK 


INTO CAMP. 


MRS. DIXON! 


I'M LOOKING 
FOR A JOB' < 
ANY OPENINGS? 


WHAT YUH WANT, 

£L KIPD0? JBKl! 


| Steve pointed to a log nearby. 


He was young... maybe nineteen... and HAND. 
AND HE WAS BUILT NICE' NOT LIKE STEVE . N 
HE WAS LITHE... TRIM ^ 


LE'S SEE HOW FAST YOU CAN 
CUT THROUGH THAT SECTION] 
SwjT THERE? 


BIG AND MUSCULAR 


YEP? BEEN SWINGIN' 


KIN YUH USE AN 

w AXE f 


ONE SINCE I QUIT 

sn SCHOOL f te.v. '- 


I 




' 


! 



T HE Kit) PICKED UP AN AXE AND 
STOOD ON THE LOG WITH Hi S FEET 
SPREAD APART f HE GRINNED AT 
STEVE, AND HE SHOWED NICE, WHITE, 
EVEN TEETH... 


AXE STARTED COIN' UP AN' 


Then he turned around and 

STARTED CHlPPlN* AWAY On THE 
OTHER SIDE? PRETTY SOON THE 
LOG WAS CUT CLEAN THROUGH.. ■ 


DOWN ? r NEVER SEEN ANYBODY 
MOVE SO FAST? PRETTY SOON 
THE KID'D HACKED A WEDGE 
ALMOST HALF-WAY THROUGH ONE 
SIDE OF THE LOG.. , 


THERE' FAST... 
GASP ...ENOUGH? 


JUST SAY THE 
, WORD, AND g 
I'LL BEGIN?JS 


GO AHEAD? 
to START/ 


Y HEY, FUZf W WOW/ . 
looka 
THE KID? 


NOT f 
BAD. ?/ 


THE KID'S AXE-WORK HAD ATTRACTED SOME OF THE 
BOYS, AND THEY'D GATHERED AROUND TO WATCH ... 


I SHOT A LOOK AT STEVE, AND I COULO SEE HE WAS 
COMIN' TO A BOIL 'CAUSE THE JACKS WERE FUSSIN' 

OVER THE KID... f 

SHUCKS?) HEY, FUZ ? WITH / 
r... r_. Y MORGAN HERE IN (. 

P7 V THE CHOP PIN, 1 AND 

l you in the rolun; WE 
|I CO U LD CAPTURE THE r . 

IW[ TOURNEY. f ^ 


ALL RIGHT' 
7 CUT tr.'Jl 


lSfEVE WAS REAL MAP? HE ST ANTED SHOUT! 


The MtN shuffle off ouietlt, and steveturned 
TOTHE KID... j \ — 


NOBODY f&LD YOU GUYS TO OU/T 
WORMIN' f THIS IS NO SHOWf GO 
ON 'GET BACK TO YOUR TREES * 
W AND WAKE IT SNAPPY f __X 


IF YOU WANT A JOB.TUH \ i 
GOT IT? BUT GET Th/Sf THAT 
TOURNEY STUFF iS ON YOUR 
OWN TIMET ON MY TIME, YOU l 
HACK PAY-WOOD... UNDERSTAND? 


X... UNDERSTAND? 
AND THANKS? „ 
.THANKS FOR j| 
T. THE JOB? 



S TEVE KEPT ON THE KID'S NECK 


As FOR ME, IF IT WEREN'T FOR THE 
KID, I WOULD'VE WALKED OUT ON 
I WAS GETTIN* 


[SO TKE MORGAN KID CAME TO WORK 
[FOR STEVE? RIGHT OFF THE BAT 
THE OLDER LUMBERJACKS TOOK A 
ISHINE TO HIM... 


THOUGH? I GUESS HE RESENTED 
HIS YOUTH AND AGILITY... 


STEVE LONG AGO! - 

PRETTY SICK AND TIRED OFSTEVrt 
BULLYIN'... 


CUT THE GAB 
AND GET TO 
WORK, YOU 
CRUMBS') 


SURE THING, 
.MR. DIXON.' 


GEE, FELLERS') 
, I HOPE I L 
\ OON’T LET 
I YOU DOWN' 


YOU'RE OKAY, TED ? ) 
WITH YOU IN THE S 
LOG-CHOPPIN’ EVENT, 
WE’RE A CINCH TO 
WIN THIS YEAR' 


HEY, MORGAN.' ) OH ? EVENIN', MRS. 


C'MERE for' 

A MINUTE.' 1 


' DIXON? ANYTHING 
I CAN DO FOR YOU? 


Maybe it was the way he looked' maybe it Was 


One thing.though' the kid was dumb? he couldn’t 


JUST HIS YOUTH' I OON’T KNOW? ANYWAY, I DECIDED 
THAT MORGAN WAS FOR ME... T — 


HUH? Eft. . WELL. 


OH? STEVE GOT YOU DOWN, 


) HE’S THE BOSS, 
MA’AM.' IF ONLY HE 
WEREN’T SO HARD 
1 ON US GUYS i J— 


TELL ME ABOUT1 
YOURSELF, TED' * 
HOW DO YOU LIKE 
BEING A LUMBER- 
MT JACK? s' 1 


IT'S OKAY, MA'AM? I LIKE 
IT FINE.' 'CEPT...'C£PT 
FOR MR. DIXON' r-p. 


TED? 


T DON'T.' 


You MIGHT SAY l LOST THE FIRST ROUND WITH THE 


ER ... I GOTTA BE 60/ N' 
M A AM 'THE BOYS 'RE 
WAITIN’ ON ME? GOTTA 
PRACTICE FOR THE j- 
'Zjart TOURNEY.' » — ' 


I'M NOT HARD ON YOU, ’ 
TED ' NO REASON TO BE 
STAND-OFFISH WITH ME' 


MORGAN KID? AS HE SAUNTERED OFF, I MADE UP 


I'LL GET YOU YET. 
fKlD? YOU'LL SEE?. 



I IT WAS GOING TO 8£ HOUGH, TOO 'THE MEN 

WASHED MORGAN ABOUT ME... 


Meanwhile, steve wassettii 


HE EVEN TRIED TO BUST UP THE JACKS' OFF- 

PRACTICIN',. -» 

ATTA BOY.FUZf KEEP tR 
SPINNIN'.' ATTA BOY ' 


KEEP AWAY 
FROM 'ER, KID? 

SHF'S POISON / 


GEE ? I 
DIDN'T 
KNOW 
SHE WAS 
THAT 

* KIND?. 


BEAT 
YOU TO 
TO A 
PULP/ 


| PSST.'hERE/-^ hey, 
COMES 4 YOU GUYS.. 
DIXON f 


1 CATCHES 
YOU FOOLIN' 
* AROUND... i 


The MEN WERE SORE ..PL ENTY 
SORE f MEANWHILE, X SOT A 
SECOND CHANCE WITH THE KID.' HE'D 
GONE INTO THE WOODS TO PRAC- 
TICE HIS L06-CH0PPIN8 EVENT 
WHERE STEVE WOULDN’T SEE HIM 
ACCIDENTLY? HE WAS STRIPPED 
TO THE WAIST? I WATCHED FOR A 
WHILE. ■■ THEN 

TTooorffiY 

■■;r GOOD/ r-' 
r 


HUH? 
OH... IT 
r YOU/ ■ 


|E KEPT HIS DISTANCE AS X CAME UP TO HIM. 


'S' MATTER YOU K ER, X ..SHUCKS , MA'AM* 
SOUND DISAPPOINTED YOU WON'T TELL HR, 
w— *~Q$dOtXON ABOUT THIS, J1 

/ Wfc^)A*' U r °U?Jw/| 


DEPENDS X 


I PLAYED REAL COY. I 1 


|Hr that all DEPENDS. 

Ba i tv! THAI ALL 

SfeuLP.., 




i 



The young squirt' i got 6000 ano mao / NO- 
BODY TURNS LIZ DIXON DOWN AND GETS AWA Y WITH 
IT .' X DECIDED TO TEACH THE KID A LESSON... 


I WAS REALLY SURPRISED WHEN ME SHOVED ME 
away' THE DUMB STIFF' WHAT AN OPPORTUNITY.. 


WHAT'S THE /BATTEN, 
TED? AREN'T YOU ^ 
INTERESTED ... W 
EVEN A UTTl£? J| 


LOOK , MA’AM' WHY MSS 
DON’T YOU JUS' 60 AWAY 
AND LEAVE ME ALONE f f 
YOU DON'T INTEREST 
ME AT ALLf -pr\ '.9 


' STEVE Y STEVE 


r HUH? GEE, MA'AM ! ** 
WHAT'S THE MATTER? 


Morgan was no matciT for steve. 

ESPEClALLY WITH THE FIGHTING 
TACTICS STEVE USED' HE DUMPED 
TED AND PICKED UP A LARGE ROCK. 

’TsteveTdon^t? you xl T— 

l — r KILL HIM' 


Steve's face slushed crimson' 
HIS EYES WIDENED in ANGER ' HE 
DOVE AT THE KID... 


Steve came through the woods 

ON THE DOUBLE.' X MUSSED MY 
HAIR UP A BIT TO MAKE IT LOOK 
GOOD' YOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN 
STEVE'S FACE WHEN HE SPIED _ 

US... 

WwHAT THE.. 


WAIT / I CAN 


Y I'LL TEACH * 
YOU TO FOOL . 
' AROUND W/TH 
MY WIFE, YOU 
^-7 DIRTY... y' 


EXPLAIN. 


SHE'S 

CRAZY, 

MR. 

oixon/ 




j SOB... SOB?! 1 
J HE... HE ; 
TRIED TO... 


Steve brought the rock down on Morgan's 

TEMPLE' X THOUGHT HE’D CRUSHED THE KID'S HEAD, 
BUT IT WAS A GLANCING BLOW' I SCREAMED ' THE 
JACKS CAME RUNNIN 1 ... — 


They pulled steve off the kid and carried his 

UNCONSCIOUS BODY TO CAMP' HE WAS OUT COLD FOR 

TWO DAYS? WHEN HE FI NALLY CAME TO.. 

THE LIGHTS? TURN 1 IT S BROAD 1 HE...HE‘S 
-j, ON THE LIGHTS / £ DAYLIGHT* Ft BLIND* 
I CAN'T SEE... v>___Ato7 -I TA0I& 


HE' LL BUST OPEN THfc 
KID'S NOGGIN IF HE 
\ HITS HIM AGAIN'jjJ 



It SOUNOS CRAZYi BUT THAT’S 
EXACTLY WHAT HAPPENED' FUZ 
AND THE OTHER JACKS STARTED 
TO TEACH THE KID TO CHOP LOGS 
...EVEN THOUGH HE WAS BLIND... 


THEY KEPT AT IT FOR WEEKS ... ' 
RIGHT UP TO THE TOURNAMENT 
DATE... PRACTICING THE KID .'ONCE 
I SNEAKED OVER TO WATCH ' HE 
WAS PRETTY BAD... 


GEE, FEL LE RSf I... \ DON'T WORRY, 
I LET YOU DOWN/) STEVE i YOU'LL 
GUESS THE Uf BE OKAY/ YOWL 4 
TOURNEY'S Mg DOIT/ WE’LL 
LOST NOW.' JBLm TEACH YO u'. 


[That’s it A keep 

7l KI D' -aJr THEM 
STROKES 
) CLEAN, 
SSN &. KID'*, 


ATT A 
BOY, 
KID' l 


TERRIFIC ■] THEY’RE... 

f KID?/^ THEY'RE 

W fiEi r r just mak,n ’ 
h| m eeel 
i/)WmAm G °2P ! i 


Actually, the kid’s aim was poor' he couldn't 

MAKE A NEAT WEDGE' HIS CUT WAS SLOPPY... .AND 
HE WAS SLOW f ON THE EVE OF THE TOURNEY... 


Steve didn't dare object with the knife- 

BLAOE PRESSING AGAINST HIS NECK? THAT’S ONE 
THING MUSCLES CAN’T BEAT. .COLD STEEL.' HE WEN 
QUIETLY f I WENT TOO { £ T 


OKAY, MR. DIXON 'MRS. DIXON' 
C’MON' MORGAN'S READY FOR 
HIS LAST PRACTICE SESSION?] 


I SO WHAT? ) 
) I'M NOT s 

'interested? 


’okay? T/E 'EM BOTH UP! 

AND GAG 'EM, TOO? 
rf GAG 'EM GOOD/ M 


WHAT THE..,? j STEVE ? 
WHAT IS WHAT 

r THIS? JgH ARE THEY 
^ GOING TO 

r MSBUBL* DO'f^ 


I SOON FOUND OUT WHAT they WERE 60ING TO DO / LOOK / TED ...THE KID... 
ISON THAT LOG'HE'S PRACTICING FOR THE EVENT HE THINKS HE'S ENTERED 
IN? HE’S ALMOST CUT THROUGH THE LOG NOW? THE TROUBLE IS. THE LOG IS 
HOLLOW. ..LHP STEVE IS INSIDE ...TIED AND GAGGED... 


AND I’M 
NEXT' -i 


YOU'LL BE 
GREAT, 
TOMORROW? 


ATT A BOY, 
^ TE0 ' 


JUST A LITTLE 
MORE, KIO ? ( 


The camp was abnormally quiet 

FOR THE NEXT TWO WEEKS? I 
STEERED CLEAR OF THE MEN... 
ESPECIALLY THE KID? STEVE'D 
BLINDED HIM -PERMANENTY... 


HERE’S A GRIPPING TALE OF TENSION WITH 
AN ELECTRIFYING FINAL TWIST* 


CONFESSION 



Suddenly the lone headlight beam fell 

UPON SOMETHING LYING ON THE COBBLESTONES 
AHEAD OF ARTHUR’S SLOWLY- MOVING CAR f 
ARTHUR GASPED - 


It was nearly midnight when Arthur keenan swung 

HIS GREY SEDAN INTO THE OESERTED STREET f THE 
BEAM FROM THE SINGLE HEADLIGHT CUT THROUGH THE 


DARKNESS ILLUMINATING THE ROAD AHEAD* ARTHUR 
STRAINED HIS EYES AND CURSED... 


WHAT’S THAT? GOOD 
LORD' IT'S A BODY 
A WOMAN.' SHE'S BEEN 
HURT' M 


BLASTED BUSTED HEADLIGHT: 
TD BETTER HAVE it fixed FIRST 
THING IN THE MORNING.' CAN'T 
SEE A THING THIS WAY.' 


A SHOCK 


Arthur slammed on the brakes and his car 

SOUEELED >TO A STOP* THE FIGURE IN THE HEAD- 
LIGHT BE Ail LAY MOTIONLESS IN A POOL OF 
BLOOD* ARTHUR LEAPED FROM THE CAR AND 
RUSHED TO THE PROSTRATE WOMAN'S SIDE... 


W SHE'S STILL 
A LIVE f SHE'S 
BEEN HIT BY 
A GAR.' I . I... 
fe-GOT TO GET 
[ HELP ... A 
mm DOCTOR' 



1 f' 

i 

' I 
\ j 

n 

n 1 




Arthur backed his car up hurriedly.' the gears 

COUGHED A PROTEST AS HE MESHED THEM INTO FIRST 
ANO SPED OFF DOWN THE DARK STREET.' AT THAT 
MOMENT, A POLICE PATROL CAR TURNED THE CORNER 
BEHIND HIM. 


Arthur looked around, frantically 'the dark 

FACES OF THE BUILDINGS LOOMED UP ABOUT HIM .' 
THIS WAS A FACTORY SECTION/ THERE WERE NO 
NO PHONES AVAILABLE AT THIS HOUR.' 


LIGHTS. 

ARTHUR DARTED BACK TO HIS CAR. 


±JLOOK, FLAGG.' 
THERE'S SOMEONE 
LYIN' IN THE 

| GUTTER.' P® 


''"AND THAT 
CAR'S hightailin'' 
IT OUT OF THERE! , 
LET'S GO/ J 


r MUSTN'T HOVE HER.' HAVE “ 
TO GET TO A PHONE / HAVE TO 
CALL AN AMBULANCE' SHE'S. 
DYING.' ^ ^ 


The squad car roared off in 

PURSUIT AS THE OFFICER REMAIN- 
ING STOOPED OVER THE CRUMPL ED 
FORM. 


The police officer named 


The PATROL CAR SURGED FOR- 
WARD, SKIDDING TO A STOP BESIDE 
THE INJURED WOMAN. ■■ 


FLAGG LEAPED FROM THE SQUAD 
CAR... | QK AY. R I LEY i J DON'T 
RADIO IN FOR AN -4 WORRY/ 
AMBULANCE/ I'LL V ^ 
wait HERE/... AND 
m GET VM/ 


'an ambulance ] 

WON'T DO THIS GAL 
ANY GOOD/ SHE'S 
-DEAD / , 


y SEE WHAT 
' YOU CAN DO, 
FLAGG.' I’M 
r GOIN' AFTER 
THAT LOUSY ^ 
HIT-AND-RUN. 


The SQUAD CAR DREW UP A LONGSIDE, FORCING 
ARTHUR TO THE CURB/ THE SHRIEKS OF BRAKES AND 
THE DYING WHINE OF THE SIREN ECHOED OFF THE 
EMPTY LOFT BUILDINGS... 


Meanwhile, Arthur keenan sped through the 
DESERTED FACTORY SECTION, LOOKING FOR AN OPEN 
DINER. ..A POLICE CALL-BOX... ANYTHING THAT 
MIGHT HELP HIM SUMMON AID FOR THE INJURED 
WOMAN HE'D JUST LEFT.' BEHIND HIM, THE SQUAD 
CAR FLASHED AFTER HIM. ■ .ITS SIREN SCREAMING. 


OKAY, BUDDY' COME 
OUT OF THERE WITH 
YOUR HANDS UP. .. UP 
HIGH/ AND NO FUNNY 
^ BUSINESS / 


OFFICER/ THERE'S A 
WOMAN BACK THERE.' 
SHE. . . ^ 


rlUST FIND A PHONE/ MUST.. 
HUH? WHAT'S THAT ? 
(SOUNDS LIKE A. . . 






Arthur began to sob? owe of 


The precinct station buzzed with excitement? Arthur keenan 

STOOD BEFORE THE DESK SERGEANT... HIS HAIR MUSSED... HIS CLOTHES 
OISHEVELED?HE WAS FLANKED BY THE TWO RADIO CAR OFFICERS WHO'O 
ARRESTED HIM? A DETECTIVE SHOUTED AT A SWITCH-BOARD OPERATOR ? 


THE DET E CTIVES S NEER ED AT HIM . 
'YOU MADE A BIG I DIDN’T 

MISTAKE TRYIN' U DO IT, 

T 1 RUN AWAY, I TELL 

►•KEENANfA ^j^YOU'I 

BIG MISTAKE.' W was a 

f ° r j 


OTHERS STOOD ABOUT, GLARING. 


KEENAN f T SHUT 
'ARTHUR KEENAN? UP, YOU 
BUT YOU'VE J MURDER- 
GOT ME ALL \ /MG RAT ' 
■T WRONG... 


TRY AND LOCATE ^ YES, 
LIEUTENANT STAIEY\SW‘ 
i CHARLIE? TELL 'IM >jJ 
WE JUST PICKED UP II 
A HIT-AND-RUN / jY| 
THE WOMAN HE HIT JSS 
IS DEAD f 


WHAT'S YOUR 
NAME, PUNK? . 


fi didn't There's 

DO IT, / THE / 
* X TELL LIEU- « 
) YOU?I A TENANT, 
'WAS JUST...) SIR? I 

L. ^ HE W 

WJ & JUST GOT \ 
HOME? 


HELLO, LIEUTENANT? TK/LLED, 
THIS IS MASON, HERE? \ EH? GOT j 
r WE JUST HAULED ) A CON- 
IN A HIT-AND-RUN.'/ FESS/ON? 
OFFICERS FLAGG ANd\ T 

RILEY CAUGHT HIM U/< jJgSI 
RED-HANDED' KILLED j ^ ffiSM 
Mg, A WOMAN.' 


WHY DON'T YOU 
SAVE YOURSELF. 

A LOT OF 
GRIEF, KEENAN? 
ADMIT IT.' , 


'"[>• J A HEAR 
THAT, BECKER' 
THE 4f?X<g> 

V SAYS HE ^ 
f DIDN'T \ 


TELL 'IM WE \ 
GOT WAYS TO 
MAKE SLOBS LIKE 
HIM CONFESSy 
v — 1 MASON? Y 


'NOT LIEUTENANT? THE CREEP ^jr l'LL PE DOWN 
DENIES IT? WE'RE GONNA WORK r AS SOON AS 
'/MOVER NOW' THOUGH r YOU * MY WIFE GETS 
MIGHT LIKE TO SIT IN.' IN, MASON? SHE J 

a. a. WENT TO A M 

Ihm itfr /ouGHT 

”0 BT BACK A 

wJMPI ■ . W/fmF- soon? 


S LONGA 
1 LIEU / 
TENANT* 

. I GOTTA^ 
1 GO NOW* 

, SEE YOU . 
’ LATER'/ 


CMON, KEENAN' T 
YOU, ME, AND 
MASON’RE GONNA' 
HAVE A NICE LIL' 
m CHAT E/- — "y 


ALL RIGHTX 
OETECTIVE ' 
BECKER? HE'S 
ALL YOURS ? / 






T had two/only\S you wereA 

TWO/ I WAS AT A DRUNK. ) 

PARTY TONIGHT' / WEREN'T < 
YOU CAN 45/T YOU, KEENAN?) 
THEM ' I ONLY VYOU COULDN'T 4 
>7 HAD TWO J 57V?-® IN TIME' 

( small rr after You>y/r l 

l DRINKS' ) V HER, YOU GOT / 

y-Y .> SCARED.' 

\J *« ( YOU RAN/) . 


YOU'LL 57VMWA1 DIDN'T 
YOU #''4*®' i DO IT! 
WHEN YOUy I DIDN'T: 
’ DECIDE TO^fc«^ ^ 
ADMIT IT, A 

YOU CAN h 

1 sit down ' m'iiI'I iffM 


Jhowmuch 

T DID YOU ^ 
7 ) HAVE TO 
/ DR INK , 
k KEENAN?< 
YOUS77/W') 
FROM IT.' / 


'TO ' NO/ SHE WAS KttJfSHUT UP/ YOU'RE - ^ 

THERE WHEN X DROVE ) L Y/NG / LIS SEN. PUNK ' ) 
7 UP / 1 WAS GOING -nn-' DON'T TRY TO WORM / 
FOR HELP / 1... Mi r YOUR WAY OUT OF THIS/ ' 

—iowwWww 'wEK. WE ’ LL MAK£ Y0U *umit it/) 


TEL L INS. . . Y YOU'RE L Y/NS/ \ GET WISE] 
THE TRUTH /J YOU WERE DRUNK ZJ KEN NAN '4 
_____ — --'YyOU HIT HER SO \ SAVE YOUR-' 
Wf f HARD. YOU J SELF SOME ^ 

W/ _ I SMASHED YOU R y PAIN / SAVE J 
W wSSkHEADL IGHT/J US THE ^ 

— -YY TROUBLE 

AL\ 4V f OF GETTING 

VJKs ' - ' 4 

j^OT,fn : /r/ J 


YOU L YIN '©M//PVLL' 
r MAKE YOU TALK' J 


r MY ARM/ YOU' RE 


WHERE IS 
HE? WHERE 
r IS THAT " 
MURDERIN' 


W TALK, 
f KEENAN' 

TALK f 


<1 DIDN’T DO IT: 
SHE WAS THERE 
vWHEN I... 


BREAKING IT/ < 

QWwWwWf. 


T HE ROOM WAS DARK, EXCEPT FOR 
ONE BRILLIANT LIGHT THAT HUNG 
ABOVE THEM? ARTHUR SHOOK HIS 
HEAD AS THEY FIRED QUESTIONS AT 

HIM... 

THEY FOUND GLASS ) I BROKE 
ALL AROUND THE THAT HEAD 

BODY, KEENAN 'YOUR ] LIGHT LAST 
CAR'S GOT A BUSTED) WEEK/ PLEASE! 
HEADLIGHT/ YOU -StL LET ME SIT 
STILL DENY IT?' Jlf DOWN/l’U 
TIRED/ 


LIEUTENANT 7 


I 



THE LIEUTENANT'S 
WIFE, KEENAN ' 
KILLIN' A COP'S 
. WIFE IS AS BAD 
AS KILLIN' A 

. copf 


KNOW WHAT 
. WE DO TO 

COP-KILLERS, 

V KEENAN? ^ 


SHE... SHE DIDN'T 
COME HOME/l ... 
I GOT WORRIED : 
X CAME DOWN ... 
ON A HUNCH f 


D'JA HEAR A. 

| THAT, 

' KEENAN? D'JA / 
HEAR WHO * s 
rou KILLED? , 


IX JUST SEEN ER' 
► I JUST SEEN THE 
[ WOMAN HE KILLED! 


They hit him' they twisted hi# 

ARMS' THEY MADE HIM STAND 
ERECT WHEN HE COULD BARELY 
STAY ON HIS FEET.' AND ALL THE 
WHILE THE LIEUTENANT SAT 
THERE ... WATCHING. .. WAITING... 


LIAR; 


L I ART Bl KILLER/ > A^ 


TALK,'' 

BLAST 

YOU' 


IT’S MY WIFE 7 

r MY WIFE'? 


TALK 






'he killed' 
MY WIFE , 
y DOYLE ' < 
HE'S gonna 
ADMIT IT'. 


Outside the little room with the 

SINGLE OVERHEAD LIGHT, THE DETECTIVE 
NAMED DOYLE WHISPERED TO THE LIEU- 
TENANT.. . 


MAYBE HE^'\ I 
DIDN'T DO 
IT, SIR? MAYBE 
. YOU OUGHT y 
TO TAKE IT \ 
EAST WITH ) 


SO WHAT, 

DOYLE? 


'got THIS LAB REPORT, SIR' 
NO BLOOD ON THE CAR< 
OENTS ARE OLD... MAYBE V 
,A WEEK '.GLASS frag - < 
/MENTS ARE FROM HEAD- W 
(lights OF A STANDARD \ 
MANUFACTURER f M 


The lieutenant went back into the dark room 

WITH THE LIGHT/ THE GRILLING CONTINUED- 


T' IF I WANT YOUR ^ 
ADVICE, X’LL ASK FOR * 
I I T, DOYLE f WATCH WHAT 
YOU SAT OR YOU'LL 
FIND YOURSELF POUNDIN' 
AN EAST-SIDE BEAT 
•s. AGAIN f A 


SURE THEY'LL MARE HIM 
TALR' THEY COULD MAKE 
ANTBODT TALRf THEY'VE 
BEEN GRILLING HIM , 
FOR TEN HOURS HOH’A 


N-NOf P-PLEASE/ 


THEN ADMIT YOU 
RILLED HER, YOU 
DUMB SlOB fTALRI 


DON'T HIT ME WIT 
THAT LEAD PIPE. 
* SOB SOB 


Outside THE SHILLING-ROOM, DETECTIVE DOYLE 

WINGED AS THE LEAD PIPE FELL AGAIN AND AGAIN, 
AND THE SUSPECT'S CRIES OF PAIN DRIFTED THROUGH 
THE THICK DOOR. 


WT...I-I DIDN'T 00 ' 

IT' WON'T YOU PLEASE 
BELIEVE ME . SOB SOB- 


HE'S HERE' 

STUBBORN, ] GIMME 
LIEUTENANT'/ THAT PIPE' 
_ Ay LET ME < 

// ( CONVINCE 

I HIM f 


yAAA'AAA 


TAIR..VHH... TOU 
...uhh... MURDERIN'. 

UHH ...RAT.' TALR... 

' UHH.. BLAST. ..UHH..JVU.' 



Outside the dark room, detective ooyle looked 

QUESTIONINGLY AT LIEUTENANT STALEY AS HE EMERGED, 


Arthur keenan lay sprawled on his stomach. 

BLOOD TRICKLING FROM HIS TOOTHLESS MOUTH? 
ONE EYE WAS COMPLETELY CLOSED ? THE BONES 
IN HIS NOSE WERE SPLINTERED? HIS SCALP HAD 
BEEN OPENEO-HIS HAIR WAS MATTED WITH STICKY 
OOZE? HE SOBBED... ’ 

?^rtEfz^I^Vs/ff/V TNl£) iToKAYi^ 
r DID IT.' P-PLEASE? 11. KEENAN' /LIEUTENANT? 
SOB...SOB?NO...MORE?lfefc B J^THAT WRAPS 

I, i ,i T|ff Wp^SW ir up' ^ 


r HE TALKED W1S.&. HE 
FINALLY ADMITTED /T.‘ 
X TOLD YOU HE WOULD? . 


rES , S I R ' YOU DID f ^ S 
CONGRATULATIONS' 

I GUESS I WAS WRONG.', 


When he came out, he carried 
A PACKAGE... 


Then he started for home?on 
the way, he stopped' off at a 
store... 


Lieutenant staley went out of 
the station into the warm 

AFTERNOON AIR? HE STOPPED ON j 
THE STEPS TO LIGHT A CIGAR... | 


.. AND, AFTER CLEANING MIS WIFE " 
BLOOD FROM HIS CAR, BEGAN REMOV. 
IN6 THE BROKEN HEADLIGHT IN 
ORDER TO REPLACE IT... 


. WHERE HE UNWRAPPED THE 
NEW HEADLIGHT HE'D PURCHASED. 


Upon reaching his house, the 

LIEUTENANT WENT DIRECTLY TO HIS 
GARAGE... 
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Cautiously he squirmed past the tiny emer- 
gency door, hearing his breath echo explo- 
sively through the shaft. Rising to his feet, 
he wiped his forehead with the back of his 
hand and looked up to the elevator car poised 
far overhead. The hint of a grin Creased the 
corners of his mouth it was all going to work 
out perfectly. Within 5 minutes the elevator 
would ascend to the Penthouse and, when it 
started down, it would be bringing his wife on 
her last ride! 

He slipped a pair of heavy steel nippers 
from his pocket and slowly fastened the bulky 
instrument around the control-cable which 
governed the elevator's movement. The metal 
threads which were twined together to make 
up the thick cable began to separate under the 
pressure of his straining hand. He felt his 
stomach knotting with the effort necessary to 
cut through the tough metal ... in about 2 
minutes the severed edges showed that only 
a 'Single thread in the center of the cable re- 
mained uncut. It was strong enough to get the 
car up to the Penthouse when his wife sig- 
nalled for it . . . enough to start her toward the 
meeting he had previously arranged by tele- 
phone. Her meeting with DEATH! 

His preparations were complete. Crouching 
down in the shaft, he kept his eye on the 
control panel which indicated the elevator’s 
whereabouts. All he had to do was wait now 
. . . and go over in his mind the path which 
had led to this impending triumph. For it 
•would be a triumph: his wife's death would 
free him from the fear of divorce ... a separa- 
tion which was designed to cut him off from 
her fortune! 

This idea of his was the solution to all his 
worries; so simple yet ingenious a scheme that 




he had mentally rebuked himself a dozen 
times for not thinking of it sooner. For all it 
entailed was calling his wife from outside the 
apartment and asking her to meet him at his 
office. Estimating the amount of time it would 
take her, he had been able to pin-point within 
5 minutes the moment of her departure from 
the building. And here he was, ready to cur 
the last strand of cable and catapult her to 
death while he slipped safely our of the shaft 
through the emergency door beside him. Then 
back to his office . . . and who could accuse him 
of complicity in his wife’s accidental demise? 

The UP-signal flashed on the control panel 
and apprehensively he watched the board. The 
car passed 8 ... 9 ... 1 0. He tensed involun- 
tarily: it was headed for the Penthouse. It 
must be his wife who had signalled the car, 
for only they lived on that floor! His eyes re- 
maining on the control panel, he saw the sig- 
nal which indicated that the door had opened 
and the passenger had boarded the car. Then, 
swiftly, his nippers tightened around the cable 
and he wrenched at it with all his strength. 
With an audible sigh of joy he heard the metal 
break and snap in half. Far above, the roar of 
the falling car came whistling down the shaft. 
It was out of control ... his wife’s last ride was 
close to completion! 

He stepped quickly to the emergency door 
and-pushed against it, a smile of satisfaction 
on his face. The smile faded suddenly and was 
replaced by a look of stark horror: the emer- 
gency door was closed solidly. With increasing 
frenzy he lunged at the rectangle of metal . . . 
it didn’t budge! Cutting the control panel must 
have automatically shut all doors leading to 
the elevator shaft! 

Even before he could scream out his an- 
guish, the plunging car was upon him. The 
steel floor crushed him almost instantly . . . 
the ponderous falling weight jellied him in the 
grease of the elevator shaft. And in die final 
split-second of his fast-fading consciousness, 
he was-dimly aware that his wail of agony had 
blended with that of the doomed woman inside 
the car. For both him and his wife this had 
been a LAST RIDE! 
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With a shudder of fear, as' he crouched low 
in the wobbling freight car, Bancroft heard 
the sound of heavy footsteps reverberating 
across the rooftops ... a railroad dick was mak- 
ing his inspection of the moving train! He 
was trapped, Bancroft realized ... with the 
evidence of his crime right on his own back! 
Robbing that stalled motorist back on the 
highway had been easy enough, but hopping 
the freight . . . which seemed such a wonder- 
ful idea at the time ... was going to lead to his 
capture! For the tweed jacket and flannel pants 
he was wearing stuck out on him like a sore 
thumb. The duds were too fancy for someone 
who btlmmed rides on freights; the detective 
would undoubtedly think the clothing mighty 
fishy and hold him for the state police. And 
the guy Bancroft had robbed . . . though he 
had been knocked unconscious before he had 
a chance to see his assailant could easily 
identify those clothes! His jacket and pants, 
Bancroft realized, were enough to convict him! 

The footsteps were 'closer now. To jump 
off . . . with a drop of 200 feet on either side 
of the tracks . . . was suicide! And to be picked 
up by the dick meant positive identification 
through the stuff he was wearing. Some choice. 
Bancroft muttered. Immediate death or ten 
years in the state pen! 

A sudden movement across the freight car 
caught his eye. Someone was crouching there 
... a guy Bancroft hadn’t seen as he climbed 
aboard when the train had slowed down for 
water-pickup. Across the rattling car the men 
glared suspiciously at one another, and in that 
instant Bancroft knew that his salvation was 
at hand! The other guy was much smaller, and 
Bancroft had little trouble wrestling him to 


the floor and knocking him unconscious with 
a piece of loose planking. It was the work of 
a moment to rip the guy’s tattered and grimy 
clothing from his body and change costumes 
with the unconscious tramp. The dick’s foot- 
steps were only 3 cars away when Bancroft 
pushed his victim through the open freight 
door. The tweed jacket and flannel pants rolled 
clear of the speeding train ... in an instant 
they were gone from sight, along with the bum 
who was going to save Bancroft from arrest. 
Let ’em pick me up now, Bancroft thought as 
he fingered the clothing which felt so clammy 
and wet under his touch. I’m ready! 

The detective was in the car now, moving 
menacingly toward Bancroft, who got up 
sheepishly to meet the man. All that could 
happen was that he’d be thrown off the train 
at the next slow-down! But the dick had 
stopped abruptly and was staring incredu- 
lously at Bancroft. Then, in one movement, 
he had pulled a gun from his jacket and was 
yanking on the emergency cord. 

His gun leveled at Bancroft’s chest, the 
beefy detective spoke: "The Law’ll be happy 
to collar YOU!” he rasped. "After what you 
pulled, you shoulda had the brains to get rid 
of them duds!” 

Instinctively, Bancroft looked down at his 
clothing: the clamminess he had experienced 
was due to the fact that the soiled and tattered 
material was covered with still slick blood! 

"They’ve got you cold,” the dick was saying 
as the train jerked to a stop. "Examination of 
the blood on your shirt’ll be enough to hang 
you for that murder over in Kent just an 
hour ago!” 



A Scisncc-Fictioh SuspehStobv 


Behind dianne, the twenty-first century city 

GLEAMED IN THE MORNING SUNLIGHT' SHE RAISED 
A NERVOUS FINGER AND PUSHED THE BELL-SUTTOHf 
INSIDE A MELODIC CHIME RESOUNDED, AND FOOT- 
STEPS APPROACHED' THE DOOR TO 200-G SLID OPEN 
AND A TALL, DARIC-EYEO, HANDSOME MAN SMILED AT 
HER, ' ■ ■ 


YES? WHAT 
CAN X DO FOR YOU? 


k MY NAME IS DIANNE -4 
MASTERS f I'M HERE ABOUT 
THE ADVERTISEMENT YOU 
PUBLISHED IN THE MORNING 
Sjk. TELE -PAPER... — * 


THIS SCIENCE-FICTION STORY WITH ITS 
SURPRISE ENDING SHOULD STARTLE YOUf 


The vacuum-lift sped upward carrying dianne 

MASTERS TO THE TWO-HUNDREDTH LEVEL IN A MATTER 
OF SECONDS f THE LIFT’S DOORS SLID OPEN NOISE- 
LESSLY AND DIANNE STEPPED OUT ONTO THE SUN- 
LIT, PLUSH- CARPETED TIER.' SHE MOVED DOWN THE 
CORRIDOR BETWEEN THE GLASS WALL AND THE LINE 
OF APARTMENT DOORS. . 




TcRAVEN.. . ALEC ^YOU 1 D BET-X 
CRAVEN.' SIT DOWN, )TER TELL ME 
-MISS MASTERS' ABOUT YOUR 
-!c rj% OFFER, MR. 

‘ c R A VEN ' J 


Dianne entered the apart- 
ment.' SHE GLANCED ABOUT AT 
THE EXQUISITE FURNISHINGS... 


The STRANGER NOD DED AND 
STEPPED SACK... JP— " 
T~ AH ' YES f 'Y W THAN 
l COME IN' J r\YOU 


^ LIKE WHAT J^OH, YES' IT’S 
YOU SEE, ~*~NCvE RY NICE, ^ 
MISS MASTERS? 1 MR ...MR...X 


r A WIFE/ but' 
THE AD SAID 
THIS WAS A i 
BUSINESS ) 

. I OFFER f A 


HOW... HOW 

LONG WOULD 
THIS... THIS 
’arrangement 
LAST, MR. < 
^CRAVEN ? ) 


IT IS, MISS MASTERS f AS YOU SEE, S 
I HAVE ALL THE WEALTH X NEED TO, 
LIVE COMFORTABLY' HOW EVER, IT IS ’ 

NECESSARY FOR ME, AS PART OF . 
MY WORK, TO ASSUME AN AIR OF 
RESPECTA BIT Yf OUR MARRIAGE) 
WOULD BE JUST THAT... A ‘A’**, 


MASTERS .' I NEED A WIFE /IN 
RETURN, I C A N SUP PL Y MY - 
PROSPECTIVE MATE WITH ALL 
OF THE LUXURIES OUR 
f SOCIETY AFFORDS.' 


WUULU DC " 

BUSINESS ARRANGEMENTS 


THE USUAL THREE-YEAR MARRIAGE- 


BEFORE I GIVE ■ 
mv ANSWER**. 
GRAVEN, 1*0 LIKE 
TO KNOW OUST ^ 
WHY YOUEIND 
THAT YOU MUST 
L BE MARRIED.' ^ 


STRICT L Y BUSINESS, miss y 

MASTERS' WE WILL OCCUPY \ 

SEPARATE ROOMS / WE will 
AND COME AS WE PLEASE f 
IT WILL BE A MARRIAGE IN NAME} 
ONLY f YOUR SALARY WILL BEX 
HIGH... VERY HIGH/ 




Mr. craven's face darkened f 

HE LOOKED AT DIANNE STERNLY... 


AS I SA/O.U ISS MASTER&)YOU ^ 
THIS WILL BE A SUS/NESSJnEEDN'T 
ARRANGEMENT.' MY tC GET SO 
REASONS ARE MY OWN ANGRY , 
BUSINESS fl EXPECT I MR. 
YOU TO MIND YOURS.' i CRAVEN! 

UNDERSTAND ?. 



By THAT YEAR IN THE TWENTY- FIRSf CENTt4v, , 

MARRIAGE LAWS HAD CHANGED CONSIDERABLY' THE A ND SO, DIANNE MASTERS BECAME MRS. ALEC 

MARRIAGE LICENSE HAD BECOME LIKE THE TWENTIETH [CRAVEN FOR A THREE YEAR PERIOD- 
CENTURY AUTOMOBILE LICENSE.' IT HAD TO BE RENEWED' 

COUPLES WHO HAD NO DESIRE TO REMAIN MARRIED HAD 
ONLY TO LET THEIR MARRIAGE EXPIRE i THE DIVORCE 
COURT HAD VANISHED? THE HAPPILY MARRIED 
MERELY RENEWED THEIR LICENSE ...THEREBY RENEW- 
ING, ALSO, THEIR DEVOTION... 





Then DIANNE WENT TO THE HUGE MIRRORED CLOSET AND 
SLID THE DOORS OPEN.' INSIDE HUNDREDS OF DRESSES 
AND SUITS HUNG NEATLYf DOZENS OF PAIRS OF SHOES 
LINED THE FLOOR- RACKS... .. 


AlEC BID DIANNE GOOD-NIGHT AND CROSSED 
THE APARTMENT TO HIS OWN ROOM ' DIANNE 
HESITATED... THEN LOCKED HER BEDROOM DOQR, 


JUST TO MAKE SURE IT STAYS 
STRICTLY BUSINESS. ..MR. CRAVEN! 


GASP' A WARDROBE / A COMPLETE . 
-Opr WONDERFUL WARDROBE... 


Dianne couldn't believe her | j T was, indeed, a very satis- 

EYES... K ., n , n r a r,,„ c /) FACTORY BUSINESS ARRANGEMENT 

rntr^prrp/Nc T^MAN) F0R DIANNE • AND S0,0N HER 

I #,C WEDDING NIGHT. . .ADORNED WITH 

I Wkm^ J' UULU V ■ J7i JEWELRY, ANNOINTED WITH EXPEN- 
SE f fi SIVE PERFUMES, WEARING AN 

it ij (W EXPENSIVE GOWN... DIANNE 

>23 fW CRAWLED INTO HER HUGE 

t.\ it.jB "M LAVISHLY UPHOLSTERED BEO... 


|Next SHE FLUNG OPEN THE DRESS- 
I ING TABLE DRAWERS... 


JEWELRY/ DIAMONDS: 
RUBIES f EMERALDS . 

rjjTr jr...z... t" 


In THE MONTHS THAT FOLLOWED , DIANNE TOOK TO 
HER NEW 'JOB’ FEVERISHLY f ALEC WAS VERY PLEASED' 
OFTEN . AT NIGHT, HE WOULD ENTERTAIN f DIANNE 
PLAYED THE PERFECT HOSTESS., 


I A lec was very sweet to oianne? their relation- 

[SHIP GREW WARMER AND WARMER. 
f YOU WERE EXCEPTIONALLY 
CHARMING TONIGHT, DIANNE^ , 


THANK YOU, ALEC? 
I'M GLAD I 
PLEASED YOU' 


THANK YOU, 
rSENATOR? 


^YOU HAVE A -<1 
CHARMING WIFE, 
^ CRAVEN .' - 5 -T 



OH ? WELL, DON'T 


'BYE.ALEC' 


By the end of the first year, 

DIANNE BEGAN TO WISH THAT HER 
MARRIAGE TO ALEC WAS. .. WELL... 
LESS BUSINESS LIKE' BUT ALEC 


WORRY/ YOU CAN -4 
TRUST ME / HMMM / 
I SEE IT'S TIME 
l TO 60/ SEE YOU 
f TONIGHT, DIANNE', 


WHAT DID YOU Tl SAID X 
SAY, DEAR? I’m'T DIDN'T LOCK 
SORRY /I WASV" BEDROOM 
READING / <1 DOOR LAST 
Ilfc-m ALEc^y 


TES, DIANNE WAS unhappy/ she had fallen in 
LOVE WITH her HUS band/ at first it had bee 
GRAND/ CLOTHES, JEWELRY, everything a WOM 
COULD WANT/ EVERYTHING, THAT IS, EXCEPT 
ALEC. . .THE ONE THING DIANNE WANTED . . . 


YES, DIANNE I 
WHAT IS IT? 


ALEC ! WE_WE'VE BEEN MARRIED FOR 
ALMOST TWO YEARS NOW? DON'T 
YOU THINK THAT IT’S ABOUT TIME 
^YOU .. . YOUjj. KISSED ME ? 


GOOD-NIGHT 

l dianne/see 

[ YOU IN THE 4 
L MORNING / J 


ALE Cf I... I.. 
COME HERE A 
MOMENT, 
PLEASE/ T 


'ALEC 1 ' FOR HEAVEN'S" 


I BEG YOUR PARDON, DIANNE' 


LOOK HERE, DIANE? YOU’LL 
JUST HAVE TO FORGET THIS 
FOOL ISHNESS / LOVE IS OUT 
OF THE QUESTION /WE MUST., 
KEEP THIS RELATIONSHIP ON 
'A FRIENDLY BUSINESS < 
BASIS... NOTHING MORE/ ) 


ALEC CRAVEN' 
I HATE A 
L ‘ YOU/ 


YOU'RE FORGETTING ... THIS < 
IS A BUSINESS ARRANGEMENT- 
r STRICTLY BUSINESS/ 


SAKE/ CAN'T YOU 
IS EE I'M IN LOVE 
L WITH YOU? 



YOU'RE... YOU'RE NOT GOING 
TO WANT TO RENEW IT? 


AS THE END OF THE THIRO YEAR DREW NEAR, 
DIANNE REALIZED THAT WITH IT CAME THE END OF 
THEIR MARRIAGE CONTRACT? SHE APPROACHED ALEC 
ONE NIGHT... ( — 

WE... OUR CONTRACT RUNS OUT IN T I KNOW 
THREE WEEKS, ALEC i ^ DEAR? . 


ALEC? YOU KNOW 


BUT ALEC? I LOVE 3? SORRY, 
YOU? DOESN’T THAtJoIANNE! 
MEAN ANYTHING 
TO YOU ? I KNOW V Ty" 
YOU COULD LEARN 

to love HE— in y 

TIME" yfi 


YOU'RE 

\ M/S- 
) TAKEN. 
DIANNE? 
WE 

' COULD? 


I KNOW? 


THAT A MARRIAGE 1 
CONTRACT AUTO - ^ 
MAT/CALLY RENEWS 
ITSELF IF THE -< 
WIFE IS EXPECTING 
A CHILO.OQH'T YOU?^ 


THE SCIENCE OF 


r YES, MY DEAR ' 

MECHANIC A L-ELE CTRONIC L IFEI 


CYBERNETICS? 
BUT THAT... -fT 

L ™ AT 


LOOK? SEE? YOU COULDN'T BE 
EXPECTING ACHILD,NOW,<?0tfZ/> 
"y YOU? NOT VERY WELL . WHEN 
L* YOUR HUSBAND IS A 

S3. ROBO T?£5% 


BRACE YOURSELVES FOR THE SHOnnur: 



I NEED THE 00U6H , 


' okay , dixon ?\ 

6ET INTO SOME £ 
TRUNKS AND 60 
A ROUND OR TWO' 
t WANNA SEE WHAI 
YOU LOOK LIKE' 


MR. WILEY? I'M TRYIN' U 
T PUT MY K/D BROTHER 
THROUGH MED SCHOOL 


HEr, EDDIE? GIVE THIS ^ 
YOUNG SOUIRT A WORKOUT ? 

I WANNA SEE if HE'S _> 
^GOT ANY STUFF? 


SURE THING, 
MR WILEY' 
Cm ON , PUG' 


\a Honnon 

\SuSPtnS TORY 


Your name is joe wiley? you're in the fight 

RACKET... BEEN IN IT FOR YEARS 'YOU'VE HAD 
LOTS OF BOYS, GOOD AND BAD? YOU'VE SEEN EM 
COME AND GO? IN FACT, JOE WILEY.. SIGHT NOW 
YOU'RE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR A NEW FIGHTER _ 


YOU TAKE THEM WHEN THEY'RE GREEN, DON'T 
YOU, JOE WILEY? YOU TAKE 'EM YOUNG, AND 
YOU OR/VE 'EM... DRIVE 'EM TILL THEY'RE 
PUNCH-DRUNK AND SLOW f MO THEN, AFTER 
YOU'VE MADE ALL YOU CAN ON ‘EM, YOU DUMP 
'EM AND LOOK FOR A NEW BOY 




YOU LISTEN TO THE FLAT SOLES 
SCRAPING ON THE CANVAS... 
LISTEN TO THE GRUNTS AND GASPS 
OF THE TWO MEN ABOVE YOU AS 
THE GLOVES LAND. ..AND IT MEANS 
ONLY ONE THING TO YOU, JOE WILEY.. 
MONEY ? MONEV..FOR FLESH... 


SO NOW YOU'RE WATCHING THE 
LATEST OF YOUR LONG LINE OF 
CHUMPS BEAT HIS BRAINS OUT... 
TRYING TO IMPRESS YOU... 

W KEEP YOURLEFTUP,^' PA N1 
I DIXON? STOP BACK- I YES 

L TRACKIN’? DRIVE IN' >4 pflN1 


WILEY? A FLESH- PEDDLER? AN 
AGENT FOR VIOLENCE... A SELLER 
OF YOUTH FOR PUNISHMENT.. 


WELL, MR. WILEY' 


NOT GOOD, 

, oixon'not N 
BAD. EITHER? \ 
YOU'LL NEED PLENTY 
OF TRAINING fRLENTYfy 


HOW DID X LOOK'. 

AM I GOOD jf 
fc ENOUGH? ' 


OKAY, DIXON ? GRAB A 
SHOWER AND SEE ME 
. IN MY OFFICE? 


YOU GOT TO HAVE GUTS TO BE 
A FIGHTER, OIXON ? JUST 
W REMEMBER THAT? jugg 


X...I GET YUH, 
MR. WILEY? 


r YEAH ...I'LL CHANCE IT, DIXON? 
ONE THING THOUGH ? ONE THING 
ABOUT THIS FIGHT RACKET . f 
THERE'S NO PLACE IN THE l 
PING FOR A GUY WITH A 
. NO OUTS/ . 


YOU MEAN YOU'LL 
TAKE ME ON , J 
MR. WILEY? V 


JOE WILEY' BECAUSE 


Sure a kid's got to have guts to be 

JOE WILEY? ESPECIALLY IF HE WORKS FOf 


YOU'RE GOING TO RUN HIM DOWN-. .PUT HIM IN WITH 
SOYS THAT FAR OUTCLASS HIM..'.. FIGHT HIM TWICE A 
WEEK... SUCK EV ERY DIME YOU CAN GET ... ^ 

MURPHY? TOM MURPHY ? V S’ MATTER, DIXON? 1 
WHY, HE'S A LEADING / LOSE YOUR NERVE? I 
CONTENDER , MR . Wl LE Y '.A YOU WANT TO HIT THE 
T/ME.OOH't YOU? 


JC nt WW-' ... , — _ 

BUCK/ THE ALMIGHTY COLLAR, 


1ST BOOK THE FIGHT, 
IAX ? MY BOY'LL PUT UP 
A GOOD SHOW / a 


YOU SURE YOUR BOY'S ^ 
GOOD EN0U6H,*\\X1 ? 
MURPHY S A TOUGH NUT? 



It's easy 


I HEN THE MURDER BEGINS, DOESN’T IT , jOE'-TH 
:i0 IS RAW AND MURPHY IS RlNC-WISEf YES. ..IT 
MURDER ALL RIGHT... MURDER FOB DIXON. .. YOUR 


IN THE RACKET LIKES A PUSHOVER ONCE IN A whIl 
IT’S EAST MONEY FOR H/M.' SO YOU SUPPLY THE 
SUCKERS , EH, JOE? AND IT'S EASY MONEY FOR YOU... 





ANO NOW, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, 
FOR THE SEMI-FINAL ATTRACTION. 
IN THIS CORNER, WEIGHING 164 
POUNDS... TOM MURPHY? AND IN ,«rg 
THIS CORNER... AT 163 . HER8Y ’’it; 


REMEMBER, 
KID ? KEEP 
YOUR LEFT 


MURPHY IS REALLY OVERPOWERING 
THIS NEWCOMER, FOLKS' IT LOOKS ^ 
LIKE DIXON WON’T LAST ANOTHER ROUND.. 


Between the 


And then 


ROUNDS YOU FIX 
THE KID UP ..CLOSE HIS CUTS, 
SWAB HIS LACERATIONS, TALK 

TO HIM... 

HE'S TOO GOOD 
I FOR... GASP... ME ,JOE. 

YOU... YOU SHOULDN'T, 

HAVE . PUT ME IN... ( 

AGAINST H/M ... i 


THE MURDER BEGINS 
AGAIN' YOUR BOY IS TAKING PUN" 
ISHMENT, JOE' PA/NFUL PUNISH- 
MENT 'BUT DOES IT BOTHER YOU?\ 
YOUR BOY WON , t'1/’wANNA ^/T7'7N 1 
YEAST ANOTHER If FIFTY SAYS 
JT ROUND, JOE .' >|1 HE GOES i 

fVj -. V ANOTHER... J ' 


No. JOE WiLEY' IT'S THE DOU&H 
THAT BOTHERS YOU' THAT'S WHAT 
YOU’RE INTERESTED IN' NOT WHAT 
THOSE PUNCHES ARE DOING TO THE 
POOR KID’S FACE ... tO HIS DRAIN/ 
NO .' it's HOW MUCH YOU CAN 
MAKE. . . I n III | fc I I HITiillii r nili 


W S’MATTER? ' 

7 GOT NO curs? 

I THINK OF THE 
DOUCHf THINK . 
OF YOUR K/D A 
K. BROTHER I 


HE’S DOWN, A . 
FOLKS , D/XON 
. IS DOWN'' 


FIFTY BUCKS, 
JOET PAY UP ' 


BLASTED 
CRUM- 
l BUM' 


You're sore, aren’t you,jqe« yt 

BUCKS' THE KID COULDN'T TAKE IT 
OFF, DON’T YOU... r r= in 

X SAID rou'RE THROUSH f WASHED 
UP.'iiET YOURSELF A NEW man 
AGER' I DON’T HAHDLE TEL LOW- . 

BEL L IES .. . CRUMS W! TH ( 

NO OUTS ' \ 


r HE HE WAS 
TOO SOOD FOR 
ME. JOE' I... I 
NEEDED MORE 
EXPERIENCE ' 




MAXWELL. 


YOU FIGHT ERNiE 
— r MAXWELL? V- 


And THAT'S THE WAY IT GOES, EH, JOE? ONE AFTER 
THE OTHER THEY COME AND GO? THE SUCKERS ? THE 
PUSHOVERS ?TWE UNKNOWNS TRYING TO BREAK 
THROUGH? SOME OF THEM SHOW PROMISE?SOME DON'T 


HE'S ...HE'S GONNA BE 
THE NEXT CHAMPION f 


I SURE 


YOU DO WHAT I TELL 


GEE ,MR.^ 
WILEY? ERNIE 
MAXWELL ... 


S'MATTERiKID? 
YOU YELLOW ? 
GOT NO GUTS? 


COULD 
USE 
IT, MR. 
WILEY? 


YOU, KID? YOU'LL GO 
FAR? MAXWELL'S A 
HEADLINER? THE 
FIGHT PAYS BIG jgjl 
MONEY ? 


NEVER 


KID? THINK WHAT IT _ 

WILL ME AN f YOU 1 LL j THOUGH T 
OF THAT? 


BE FIGHTIN' IN THE 
GARDEN, NEXT! 


SO THE MUROER BEGINS AGAIN, EH, JOE? MAXWELL . 
CHAMPIONSHIP MATERIAL.,. NEEOING WINS... NEEDING 
TO KEEP HIS NAME BEFORE THE PUBLIC? AND YOUR 
BOY OOLBY-GHtEH... INEXPERIENCED. ..HARDLY 
READY? YES, IT'S MURDER, ME* BUT YOU'RE CASH - 
ING IN... [ T 


fjUST TIE HIM 
) UP, KID? HE'S 
ROTTEN IN THE 
^IN-FIGHTING? 


A C-NOTE SAYS YOUR 
BOY OOESN'T LAST THREE 
ROUNDS , JOE ?^SS| 



A C-NOTE. JOE' IF i 
LOSE IT, YOU'LL COf 
BEHIND This TIME. 
YOU GOT NO Tl 
GUTS? JUST STAY ) S 
ON YOUR FEET -4. 1 
ONE MORE ROUND \ 
... that’s all .' 

ONE MORE r f | 


SOMEBODY'S COT TO LOSE, EH, JOE? 
THAT'S YOUR ATTITUDE ISN'T IT? SOME- 
BODY WINS... SOMEBODY LOSES f BUT 
EVEN IF TOUR BOY IS THE ONE THAT 
LOSES . ..YOU WIN. 

YOU LOOK GOOD, 

KIDf JUST KEEP 
IN THERE .' THIS 
IS THE THIRD.' 

JUST LAST ^ 

THIS ONE.' JP 


Tuu SHAME HIM INTO IT, DON'T 
YOU. JOE? YOU CALL HIM NAMES... 
INSULT HIM... PUSH HIM,.. THREATEN 
HIM' AND HE GOES IN THERE., 
TAKING IT... FOR YOU 


I...GASP...I DON’T.. 
GASP... THINK... I 
CAN TAKE... ANY^ 
. MORE ...JOE' M 


/That'S RIGHT, joe.' YOU HAVEN'T WON YETf COLBY'S 
GOT TO COME OUT FOR THE FOURTH IN ORDER FOR 
[YOU TO COLLECT ! YOU > 

[ COLBY ' C'MON' SHOW 
I ’EM YOU GOT GUTS' ONE 
MORE ROUND... 


He's PUNCHY. EH, JOE? HE’S up QUEER STREET ' 
YOU OUGHT TO THROW IN THE TOWEL f BUT THAT 
C-NOTE. ' you'll LOSE IT ' SO YOU SHOVE HIM 

OFF THE STOOL AS THE BELL SOUNDS... 

...AND HERE'S THE FOURTH,'. OKAY, LOU .'VyOU'RE 
FOLKS' COLBY STAGGERS HAND IT OVErAlUOKY, 
OUT OF HIS CORNER? HIS <HE ANSWERED | WILEY' 
EYES ARE CLASSY... jjT THE FOURTH INHERE? 


MOTHER' SOB... DON'T 
SPANK ME.' SOB. ..SOB... 
I'LL BE GOOD' 


YOU RE TOO BUSY STUFFING THE HUNDRED- DOLLAR 
BILL IN YOUR WALLET, JOE WILE Y ' YOU DON' T EVEN 
j£E WHAT' S J^ PPENlNG_TO jrOUR jOY ^ 

" MAXWELL LANDS A CRUSHING RIGHT,..*-. 

ML/Ab*" a NURUEROUS LEFT ANOTHER HIGH! 

AND ANOTHER .' COLBY IS OUT ON 
t : i.LdS. HIS FEET.' I 


SOMEBODY GET A 
^ DOCTOR 'THAT 
^KID'S hURT? 


YOU'RE OUT / 



Yes, joe wiley? jerry colby is DEAD.' 
YOU KILLED HIM ...FOR A LOUSY 6- 
NOTE.' HOW CHEAP IS A MAN'S LIFE 
TO V0U?-E =3 
W YOU BUSY 
I MR. WILEY* 


AAH.HE V 
WAS A jf 
. CRUM.' 
OION'T HAVE 
ANY GUTS? 


X HEARD ABOUT 
COLBY , MR. WILEY? 
IT'S TOO BAD f 


| YOU WATCH QUIETLY, JOE 
WILEY, AS THE DOCTOR KNEELS 
[over HIMiSHAKING HIS HEAD... 


WELL? D IXO Nf 
COME IN? J 


DEAD : 


YOU'LL NEED A NEW BUY 
KNOW, MS, WILEY? I ... I A 

I WAS TH INKIN'... 


'DON'T MAKE ME LAUGH f. 
YOU AIN'T COT ANY 

. guts, either.' 


DON'T GIVE ME > 
'I THAT 'BROTHER 
A IN MED SCHOOL' 

J ROUTINE, DIXON? 4 
JUST SHOW UP AT 
THE GYM TOMORROW! 


I'VE CHANGED, MR. WILEY? 
GIVE ME A CHANCE f I'M 
NOT AFHA/D, NOW.'sm. ‘ 
ME A BREAK ' MY BROTHER. 


You're too busy to notice dixon putting that 

POWDER INTO YOUR DRINK, JOE? YOU'RE TOO BUSY 


1 COULD USE ONEfOKAY? 


YOU MEAN YOU'LL TAKE JT 
ME ON AGAIN? GEE? THIS 
CALLS FOR A CELEBRATION 
HOW ABOUT A DRINK, MR. ^ 
WILEY? I'LL POUR 'EM' J 


THE BOTTLE'S IN THE 
CABINET THERE ? 


FIGURING OUT YOUR NEXT MOVE WITH THIS MONEY - 
MAK ER... ■ ' •E Y 




And then he hands the glass 


A WHAT? 


A DRUG I STOLE " 
fftOM MY SHOT HE ft' 
IT KNOCKS YOU OUT... 
AND MAKES YOU LOOK 

se dead's- m 


UGH ? WHAT WAS 
/N THAT SLOP? 


WELL, HERE'S TO 
US, MR. WILEY? 


SURE, KID? 

SURE' 


MR. WILEY?. 


[Everything is going black, joe? you cant move- 

[CAN'T EVEN CR Y OUT... fi"" ' " 

'BYE, MR WiL£Y?AND...wn£N 
,uu * A * £ ^ cuffm 
■Mflj F&S*. M SIX FEET UNDER... SHOW 'EM 
BSjST YOU SOT 6UTSMH. WILEY' 
DON'T SCREAM.' DON'T 
f CRY.' DON'T POUND AND 
\ YELL AND CRY' OUTS.' 

^■ rnsaJ^V you got guts' 


NuMb 


A_ a Dfwe.<i*sp. 
DIXON? W-W -WHY': 


J THEY'LL BURY YOU, MR. 

' WILEY? THEY'LL THINK YOU'RE 
OEAD AND YOU f SOT 

S& THE 6 UTS TO FACE ^ 

that, '^Bsn^m 

V MR. WILEY ? JS&RBM 


One look is enough, joe? one look and 

YOU SEE IT ALL? YOU'RE NOT IN A COFFIN? 
YOU'RE IN THE POLICE MORGUE f AND JUST 
BEFORE YOU PASS OUT FOR GOOD.YPU HEAR, 


And now you're coming to, joe wiley* only you're not in 

A COFFIN? THERE'S A BLINDING LIGHT IN YOUR EYES? YOU FEEL 
FUNNY... KINO OF EMPTY... IN YOUR STOMACH? YOU RAISE YOUR 
HEAD? SOMEBODY IS BENDING OVER YOU,.. 4 A 

W i.i §gF 1 


BUT I TELL YOU HE 
O/O SCREAM ?I WAS 
JUST FINISHING ^ 
THE AUTOPSY. J 


Tl STIFFS DON'T 
I SCREAM , HARRY ' 
SPECIALLY TH/S 
ONE? HE DION'T 
HAVE ANY GUTS' 
HOW COULD A GUY 
I BE AL/YE WITH , 

\\NO 6UTS? A 



geafW flown, 
sianaara ( it. 


I Submarir 


motor Itself i Use tor N 
PT Boats, Yachts, Cruis 


JUST SHOW THIS AO 
TO YOUR DAD! 

You t father will see at . 
glance ho* helpful this rea 
little motor can he m an edt 
rational way You can take 
to school lot demonsttatior 
in the classiuo 
laws o) Science and pnnciplt 
. ot Engineering AT WORK ! 


Look Fellows! Here’s The Neatest, Strongest 
Little Real Electric Motor You've Ever Seen! 

T HIS ama2ing new miniature D.C. Electric Motor looks -and runs just like a 
big one! Yet it's so tiny you can hold it in the palm of your hand. .Sickest 
little power unit ever made to run your model boats, planes, cars, rues, 
tractors, trains, drawbridges, cranes, turntables, fans -or whatever 
want to make GO with the flip of a switch! Motor and multi-ratio ge« 
gears come to you -ready to purr with smooth power 
up! Measures only 1 x t x VA inches; weighs only an *' 

7,000 i p m V REVERSES instantly, too! Motor 
complete with batteries, transparent plastic ltfl ■ 

and puileys for working out your own rati* 80-to-l 


It’s Entirely SAFE! It’s EDUCATIONAL! 

It’s More FUN Than a Barrel of Monkeys! 

Think hi the Ion you can have with this brand nen all-purpose 
MIGHTY MIDGET electric molerl Think hOw many different ways you 
can hitch ,i op in i.n Ml* - with !••'*, dmcMli.e, * with 
pulleys and "helMrue" MW ’“'f'* ’BtSfiSS 
Be the firs! in yahr crowd-to own this powerful new MIGHTY MIDuET 
Motor 1 You it be the envy ot the gang 
Marl coupon hale, HOW, without lay rnonay. Or It 
already deep cupped by stmenhe else betore y.u[ simply send Bp 
as pay men! i« lull lOr motor and complete out® sent PO^tfas 
riesctiDep above to Imperial Sams Cm, *o» 

York 17, N Y, Money bach it you are not tully. satisfied an 
outfit in good condition within 10 days. 


You need send no money with coupon at right * m P , Y , 

out fill it in clearly and mail to address shown Your MIGHTY MIDGt 
S £ mlr 1 complete with two fresh .ong-lite TV, volt batteries 
battery clip, plastic gear box fan blade and set ol 10 extra gears and 
S Bail b. sent you i» mar, When man MW 
It, pay only $2.98 plus tew cents postage It not complete!) ' s ^J' e f; 
return it within ten days and your money will be refunded IN ,„LL. 
But our Supply of MIGHTY MIDGET Motors' is limited. So act promptly. 
MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


i IMPERIAL SALES CO. Dept. ** 

1 ns rare 4 r?hS^:v^tWY T *m 0f .t 

I Motors, complete «uU>. 0Mfem»- «s.,c 

anove Rush me the "whi lit works ■■ at once .1 will I 
■ •man only U 98. plus few cenls postage, as payrn.er 



10 DAY 
HOME TRIAL 

SEHD 

NO 

MONEY 


sSfiSSix 

E;"isjs i ,s 



Swiss Stop 

CHRONOGRAPH 

NEW- DIFFERENT 
Multi-Purpose Watch 


| Tiny Midget Camera ! 
TAKES SECRET PICTURES j 

in palm at hand o n 1 
y 2 a 3 Inch** fay < 

• Easy tc mat ■ 

• takes dandy pictures! _ 

A — only 2*3 inches! Easily * 

.. ,air hand! 'sow' Tale SECRET pictures without be 
JffSSA enlor’griments. Lightweight but sturdy. 

-C'TJJys! Talc? pictures at sports events, school affairs, accidents, 
tends and fa.ri I v i Loads of fun. EASY! fust aim and shoot! Nothing r 
"■'■d! SUARAhfEEO to satisfy or lull price bach! Order by No, 


ITED GUARANTEE CERTIFICATE exclusive 
parts with every watch. Never a charge for 
shilled labor repairs. 6 ,s 


TYPEWRITER 

ANYONE CAN USE ITI 



don't **ask you* o'liE PENNy'exTM for* this "a'l trac *ie,' useful' pen" irs 
arts' «"> cost with your typewriter, but please RUSH your 
NOW! Send no money. Pay postman only 2.95 plus postage when 
aod sphere pen. Try them and enjoy them 




10 DAY TRIAL AND GIFT COUPON 

Teer out and mail right away to: w v » ».m <J <yiiwmwvti^v>-aM 

"f usc ' D *» ,38 - F 

Put CHECK** next to article desired! SEND NO MONEY! Pay price to postman on delivery. Then try and 
enjoy et 00R risk lor 10 whole days. Satisfaction GUARANTEED o' full price hack OUICK! Send thin paper 
strip lo show ring sire. ATTRACTIVE GIFT GIVEN WITH EVERY ORDER! All prices are TAX PAID - no extras 

□ iM.j, □ S2&rt) WiSps □ SJgjiso 
□ SSS.yjD sag, 5 □ SniSirG 



“I’ll Prove that YOU, too can be 
a NEW MAN!''- 


I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of body 
that people pity! Of course, you wouldn’t know it to 
look at me now, but I was once a skinny weakling who 
weighed only 97 lbs.! I was ashamed to strip for sports or 
undress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physical 
development that I was constantly self-conscious and em- 
barrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic Tension." It gave me a body 
that won for me the title "World’s Most Perfectly Developed 
Man.” 

Whtn I say I can make you over into a man of giant power 
and energy, I know what I’m talking about. I’ve seen my new 
system, "Dynamic Tension" transform hundreds of weak, 
puny men into Atlas Champions. 


Only 15 Minutes a Day 


Do you want big, broad shoulders — a fine, powerful chest 
biceps like steel — arms and legs rippling with muscular 
strength — a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy muscle and 
a build you can be proud of? Then just give 
to prove that "Dynamic Tension" •* “’ v,3f 
No “ifs 


... B the opportunity 

- is what you need. 

No "ifs." and "ands,” or "maybes.” Just tell me where you want 
andsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby. Or sktnny and 
awky? Are you short-winded, pepless? Do you hold back and let 


zawky ? Are you short-winded, pepless? Do you hold back and let 
athers walk off with the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Then write tor 
details about "Dynamic Tension" and learn how I can make you a 
healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely NATURAL method. Only 15 min- 
utes of your spare time daily is enough to show amazing results and 
it’s actually fun. "Dynamic Tension" does the work. 


CHARLES ATLAS 
Holder of Title, 
"The World's Most 
Perfectly Developed 
Mon." 


Send for FREE BOOK 


Mail the coupon right now for full details 
and I’ll send you my illustrated book, “Ever- 
lasting Health and Strength.” Tells aJJ^abput 
my "Dynamic Tension" 
method. Shows actual 
photos of men I’ve made 
into Atlas Champions. It’s 
a valuable book! And it’s 
FREE. Send for your copy 
today. Mail the coupon to 
me personally : CHARLES 
ATLAS. Dept. 164T, 115 
East 2?rd Street, New 
York l(v N. Y. 


CHARLES ATLAS 
Dept. U4T. 115 East 
New York 10. N. Y. 


